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the wild and amusing caprice, and daring wilfulness, and
grand affectation that distinguish and inspire a circle of
patrician youth., there came o\rer him the consciousness
that to him something dark had occurred, something bitter
and disappointing and humiliating, and that the breaking
morn would not bring to him a day so bright and hopeful
an his former ones.

At first he fell into profound slumber : it was the in-
evitable result of the Badminton and the late hour. There
was a certain degree of physical exhaustion which com-
manded repose. Eat-the slumber was not long, and his
first feeling, for it could not be called thought, was that
some great misfortune had occurred to him; and then
the thought following the feeling brought up the form oi
the hated Phoebus. After that he had no real sleep, but a
sort of occasional and feverish doze with intervals of infinite
distress, waking always to a consciousness of inexpressible
mortification and despair.

About one o'clock, relinquishing all hope of real and re-
freshing slumber, he rang his bell, and his valet appearing in-
formed him that Father Coleman had called, and the Monsig-
nore had called, and that now the Cardinal's secretary had
just called, but the valet had announced that his lord was in-
disposed. There was also a letter from Lady St. Jerome.
This news brought a new train of feeling. Lothair re-
membered that this was the day of the great ecclesiastical
function, under the personal auspices of the Cardinal, at
which indeed Lothair had never positively promised to
assist, his presence at which he had sometimes thought
they pressed unreasonably, not to say even indelicately, but
at which he had perhaps led them, not without cause, to be-
lieve that he would be present. Of late the Monsignore
had assumed that Lothair had promised to attend it.

Why should he not ? The world was all vanity. Nev<?r
did he feel more convinced than at this moment of the